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the sky above us are the gazing of
countless eyes we met in all forgotten*
ages. It seems as if, through the
flowers, there came the whisper of
those we have forgotten, saying Re-
member us.
Our hearts will break if we do not
sing.
(They sing.}
Did you leave behind you your love,
my hearty
and   miss  peace  through  all   your
days ?
And is the path you followed lost and
forgotten,
making your return hopeless ?
I go roaming listening to brooks' babble9
to the rustle of leaves.
And it seems to me that I shall find the
way,
that reaches the land of lost love
beyond the evening stars.